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camels. I know this is contrary to the report of most
observers, but there is a distinction and an explanation.
Almost every writer on life in the desert has given the
camel a bad name—and indeed he richly deserves it, if by
"camel" one chooses to mean only the ungainly, buff-
brown beast of burden.
He has the combined malice and stupidity of the worst
type of "jarhead" Georgia mule. He is ugly as sin, and
he does not belie his appearance. His black heart is filled
with a vicious and melancholy hatred. He frequently
stinks, or rather his breath does, like ten thousand con-
stipated devils. And one of his favorite tricks is to vomit
his vile greenish cud explosively in the face of the man
who may be seeking to do him a kindness. He will bite
you, not in anger as high-tempered horses sometimes do,
but in casual, cold contumacy. If you are lying asleep,
he will walk out of his way to step on your face. A dying
camel has been known to drag himself for miles to a
spring, not to drink there—so the Arabs take oath—but
so that his carcass might pollute the water and poison
those who come to drink afterward. If there is a ditch or
pit, he will seek it out and fall in, breaking his legs if
need be, merely to inconvenience his master. He is lazy
and treacherous. Nobody loves him—not even Allah, the
Merciful, the Compassionate.
But there is another breed of camel in the Arabian
desert, different from these sons of Shaitan, as a pure-
bred greyhound is different from a hyena—the white
hejin, or racing camels, the pride and glory of their
owners.
On the first night of my stay in MitkhaPs camp, they

